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What, dost thou think that I can ever take
In thy cold stuff a phlegmatic delight?
No, Patience; if thou wilt my good, then make
Her come and hear with patience my desire,
And thea with patience bid me bear my fire.

LVII

WOE having made, with many fights, his own
Each sense of mine, each gift, each power of mind;
Grown now his slaves, he forced them out to find
The thoroughest words fit for Woe's self to groan,
Hoping that when they tnight find Stella alone,
Before she could prepate to be unkind,
Her soul, arm'd but with such a dainty rind,
Should soon be picrc'd with sharpness of the moan.
She heard my plaints, and did not only hear,
But them, so sweet is she, most sweetly sing,
With that fair breast making Woe's darkness clear.
A pretty case 1    1 hoped her to bring
To feel my grief, and she, with face and voice,
So sweets my pains that my pains me rejoice.

LV11I

DOUBT there hath been, when with his golden chain

The orator so far men's hearts doth bind

That no pace else their guid&d steps can find

But as he them more short or slack doth rein,

Whether with words this sovranty he gain,

Cloth'd with fine tropes, with strongest reasons lin'd,

Or else pronouncing grace, wherewith his mind

Prints his own lively form in rudest brain.

Now judge by this: in piercing phrases late

The anatomy of all my woes I wratc;

Stella's sweet breath the same to me did read.

O voice 1    O face I    Maugre my speech's might,

Which wooed woe, most ravishing delight

Even those sad words even kx sad me did breed.

LIX

, DEAR, why make you more of a dog than me?
If he do love, I burn,, I burn in love;
If he wait well, I never thence would move;
If he be fak, yet but a dog can be,